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Three, More or Le

RENCH women are all characterized
by an unmistakable stamp that dis-
tihguishes them from others of

their species the world over. The wicked
little lady of Montmartre, the doweried
girl of bourgeois family, the little stenog-
rapher whose pitiful salary is cked out by
zn “ami,” or the arigtocratic grande dame
—ench, no matter what her position in
fife, is marked in varying degrec by that
vague and indefinable quality that we on
this side of the ocean eall “charm.”

I learned a great deal about this charm
thing during, the year and a half 1 lived
in Paris, and 1 think I can dispel for mj
readers the mysticism that surrounds the
word. In the first place, while charm is o
subtle quality, it is by no means & mysteri-
ous gift of God—like genius, for instance.
It is, with divers nuances, a combination

{ personality, individuality and sophistis
cation.

It may be also doscribed as a pot-pourri
of mild viees and redeeming  virtnes—
using both words as they are arbitrarily
applied in America, an application that is
not valid, ginze Anglo-Saxon values can-
not be used in judging a Latin civilization.
Just ns we are apt to consider certain
phases of the Frenchman's life, that he
finds eminently desirable, as viees, %o he
may think that our Poritan virtues are
futile, unnatural, and even hypocritical
and vicious,

It is not
apon graceful illusions and ideals, to label
the Frenchman's values, which are part
of & philosophy of life based upon disillu-

jonment and sophistication. Let me say
in passing that this disillusionment is not
nearly as deprescing as our illugions. 11-
lusions can always be, and usually are,
disappointed. Disillusionment leads one to
make the most of life, and, not expreting
oo mach, one is often surprised by getting
more out of it than was ever anticipated.

All thege things, and more, I learned
from the French girls 1 met in Paris.
Fuch of these, no matter how “bad,” had
some redeeming “poodness,” or, no matter
how “virtuous,” was just human enough,
just natural enough, and perhaps just
“wicked™ enough to be real and interest-

far us, with our values based

ng.

There was Luceite, known as “The
Rat,” a little knockabout girl, who haunt-
ol the Café du Dome in-the Latin Quar-
ler, vamping American males with her
phrase or two of English—or rather
American—picked up from a sailor or
Sammy during the war. She was a coarse
girl of about eighteen, not specially at-
tractive and dressed in “hind-me-outs”
from a sister a little more fortunate than
herself, of whom 1 shall write anon, Sho
had spindle legs and arms. The Iul.trr, in
spite of their thinness, were rarely
adorned with sleeves, and sometimes her
ligs were no more clothed then he” arms.
She had a heavy mouth that infinite layers
of rouge made heavier, and bright eyes
rimmed with black, that always twinkled
with fun, exéept on the few oceasions
when 1 saw them tear-filled. She affected
a Buster Brown haircut, with a great
green ribbon bow winging away from one
side. This was, no doubt, an effort to make
ber look doll-like. And what a strange,
warped, bedraggled little doll she was!

Yes! Lucette was warped and vulgar
and thoroughly unmoral, and she was on
the streets and footloose because she
chose to be, yet she had many friends
ready to defend her from those who did
not see in her what they saw—her sense
of humor. Awry and twisted though she
was, there were many ready to tolerate
her vulgarity and chal with her now and
again in the café or account of that one
redeeming characteristic of hers -a rare
wit, twisted as Yerself, filled with a vul-
gur cynicism and a daredevil defiance of
the world.

This senze of humor often led her into
amazing, impudences. One day I z2aw her
tread on a gendarme’s shadow for a hun-
dred paces or so with a jaunty ‘A itation
of the policeman's officiality. Another
time I was literally Aabbergastss at see-
ing her approach Charlie Chap!'s the be.
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Joved Char. st of France, and, putting up
her heavy red lips, saying, “Kees me!”
Charlot way roscued by his friends, bul
Lucette the Rat, in spite of all her, cheap-
ness and erudity, got the lnugh she was
looking for from her audience, “Kees
me!" “Gif s a cigarette!” and “Whoops,
pm dear!” is the extent of the Rat's
Lnowledge of Bnglish—but her knowledge
of human natue? Ah! There sho rnoks
Freud himself!

Then there was Raymende, the Rat's
sister, several stips higher up in s
clety, Raymonde's lot was pleasanter than
Lucette’s, becsuse from the first day that

then she did o thing that in most imprac-
tical for a girl ia her station in life—she
learned to love him too much, And when
he loft her to return 1o Ameriea to marry
on American girl, she lost her philosophy
of life, har determinntion and ambition;
“in fact, almost life itself. The kindly
little Frenchwoman who had taken her
under her wing gave her new courage,
and she startod out with her aofa cover
Gress to model agaln,

Raymonde now has another Ameriean
ami. She found him when he was drink-
ing himself to death, He has stopped
drinking through her influence and vigi-
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Jeanne, though decorous when mamma's
eyes were upon her, was a wicked little flirt

a good-hearted young artist found the
sisters sleeping in the Luxembourg Gar-
dens and brought them home to his mother,
who made dresses for them out of hér
rofs covers, Raymonde accepted the help
of mother and son and planned to get
somewhere, Lucette, on the other hand,
went but three times to the stenography
class that the kind little Frenchwoman
paid for with her last sous, and then
played the truant to attend studio parties
and other carousals.

Raymonde was an artist's model, Before
her benefactor had discovered her in the
Gardens she had had an American ami,
an artist who in betwean times taught her

lance, She is quite happy, but her for-
mer experience has made her a little
hard.® She likes him; in fact, she prob-
ably loves him—with just emough reser-
vation to protect her if he should leave
Ler one day to return to an American
wife or sweetheart, :

This little Raymonde is sweet and gentle,
She is quiet and more refined than the
café girls. She would love to marry and
be a faithful wife and the mother of
children, but she has no dowry, and an ami
is the nearest thing to marriage that she
can have,

Then there is Fleurian, a lovely, exotic
dancer, born in a gypsy ecireus wagon,

to use paints and brushes herself. And:: with the capricious wilfulness of & queen.
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the cafe, waiting for some one
a meal. A few of the rough
been polished off, and she is p3
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